SIGNS  AND  SEASONS

shining, iridescent lines where the force passed.
These lines are not cracks which come to the sur-
face, but spiral paths through the 5c<\ as if the
force that made them went with a twist like a rifle
bullet. In places several of them run together,
when they make a track as broad us one's hand.

Sometimes, when I am walking upon the ice and
this sound flashes by me, I fancy it is like the
stroke of a gigantic1 skater, one who covers a mile
at a stride and makes the crystal floor ring beneath
him. I hear his long tapering stroke ring out just
beside me, and then in a twinkling It is half a mile
away.

A fall of snow, and this icy uproar is instantly
hushed, the river sleeps in peace, The snow is like
a coverlid, which protein the ice from the changes
of temperature of the air, and brings repose to its
uneasy spirit

A dweller upon its banks, I am an Interested
spectator of the spring and winter harvests which
its waters yield. In the stern winter nights, it is
a pleasant thought that a harvest is growing down
there on those desolate plains which will bring work
to many needy hands by ami by, and health and
comfort to the great cities KOIUC months later*
When the night** are coldest.* the ire grown IIH fast
as corn in July, It is a crop that usually takes two
or three weeks to grow* ami* if the witter w very
wily or brackkh* DVOII longer* Men go out fromh
